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" Will you marry me, Larki ?" Chittu enquired.
(She was not remarkably coy.) "Just look at my eyes and my lips, my dear I Nicer girls than me are not made about here.
Now, do I there's a good old boy!"
She was sitting by Larki's side in the shade.
I will not defend the position. When she smiled and dropped her lustrous eyes, It was surely a chance that would tantalise
A youth with the least ambition.
But Larki LAI on the main chance kept
Ever a wary eye.
"I will take you," he said, "as Number Two. To thee the half of my heart shall be true,
Or at least it can but try."
The girl flew up like a fury loosed.
"I know your Number One. She is Kola, the daughter of Kutta Pil, The Keeper of Hounds.   Do you know, Larki L&l,
She weighs just fifteen stone ?
"Do you think that I will be Number Two
To a tub of a girl like that?" "Her father will give her a buffalo," The snake man said, " And I'll never say * No,'
For a morsel of extra fat."
"You'll be kissing the beast instead of the bride. The two are as like as twins,"